more, until they lift their heads, 'just a little more, child.. .* - and
their faces and chests are covered with die white drops.
DOLORES: You'll have a child now. I can assure you, you will.
TERM A: I'll have one because I must. Or I don't understand the
world. Sometimes, when I feel certain I'll never, ever... a tide of
fire sweeps up through me from my feet and everything seems
empty; and the men walking in the streets, the cattle, and the
stones, all seem to be made of cotton. And I ask myself: 'Why are
they put here?*
FIRST OLD WOMAN: It's all right for a married woman to want
children, of course, but if she doesn't have them, why this hunger-
ing for them? The important thing in life is to let the years carry us
along. I'm not criticizing you. You see how I've helped at the
prayers. But what land do you expect to give your son, or what
happiness, or what silver chair?
YBRMA: I'm not thinking about tomorrow; fm thinking about
today. You're old and you see things now like a book already
read. I'm thinking how thirsty I am, and how I don't have any
freedom. I want to hold my son in my arms so I'll sleep peacefully.
Listen closely, and don't be frightened by what I say: even if I
knew my son was later going to torture me and hate me and drag
me through the streets by the hair, I'd still be happy at his birth,
because it's much better to weep for a live man who stabs us than
for this ghost sitting year after year upon my heart,
FIRST OLD WOMAN: You're much too young to listen to advice.
But while you wait for God's grace, you ought to take refuge in
your husband's love.
YBRMA: Ah! You'veputyour finger in the deepest woundin my flesh!
DOLORES: Your husband's a good man.
TERMA [she rises]: He's good! He's good! But what of it? I wish he
were bad. But, no. He goes out with his sheep over his trails, and
counts his money at night. When he coven me, he's doing his
duty, but I feel a waist cold as a corpse's, and I, who've always
hated passionate women, would like to be at that instant a moun-
tain of fire,
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